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• WASHAIIE RUBBER 
WONDERSKIN 

• SHE DRINKS, WETS, 
SLEEPS. COOS 

Every chiM'l dream will 
true with CUDDLES — sensa- 
llonil l» inch DRINK-AND- 
WET DOLL of w.ih.blc rub- 
ber WONDERSKIN — the 
(dike doll skin! 
SHE COOS delightfully when 
you squeeae her. when you 
hug her. Ador.ble CUDDLES 
has long wavy hair, sparkling 
blue eyei that open and close. 
She drinki from her bottle 
with tubber nipple ( included ) 
and then wen her diaper. You 
can bathe her — I 
dly armj. leg* and head — make 
her walk, sleep and coo! SEND 
NO MONEY. (COD., you 
pay putage. Remit with order, 
we pay postage.) 
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7£nSIP£ -ALONE WITH TUB CREAKING 

*^F100R BOARDS -THE SWAYING DRAPES- AND 

THE 6UNTING EYES OF SWAMI HESHUG! 



THEN -AS THE SVYAMI'S VOICE 
PHONES INTO THE GLDOM- 




IVE H6AKP ABOUT YOUR AMAZING POWERS 
FROM FKIENDS, SWAMI --ANP I THOUGHT 
YOU MIGHT BE ABLE TO SUMMON THE 
SPIRIT OF MY UNCLE/ 
HE DIED SIX YEARS / AH, YOUNG LADY- 
AGO! «- — "g HAS SEEN WAITING 

FOR THIS MOMENT.' PLEASE 
STAMP BESIDE THE CRYSTAL. 
BALL --AND AFTER I HAVE 
GONE INTO A TRANCE ~ 

WUR UNCWS 5H0ST 
Will RISE J 




I AM SURROUNDED BY 
SPIRITS... DNS OF THEM 
RECOSMZESA FAMILIAR 
FACE.,, IT IS CROSSING 
OVER-- INTO 
THIS ROOM! f oh, 

-^HEAVENS-- 
I'VE SEEN 
WL ENOUGH! 



IMPS OF TOPHST-- 
WHAT'S THAT? 




SUDDENLY- BOTH GLOOM 
AND TRANCE DISSOLVE 
IN A FLASH OF LIGHT.' 




WHO ARE \ WE'RE BILL CARLTON ANP TRUDY 
YOUT WHAT J ROLAND OF THE "GRAPHIC— 
DOES THIS \ ANP IT MEAHS WE'RE EXPOSING 
ALL MEAN?/ THE SPIRITUALISM RACKET 
^^— . ^^ YOU'VE BEEN WORKING FDR FIFTEEN 
■ BT YEARS.' YOU'VE PREYED ON THOUSANPS 

OF PEOPLE, 5WAMI-- ANP WE'RE 
iH ^ GOING TO SHOW YOU UP- JUST 
■■ HT AS WE WOULD ANY OTHER 

II r~" 



YOU THINK I'M A FRAUD, HAH --BECAUSE 

I HAVEN'T REVEALED WHAT THE SUPERNATURAL 

IS££4ZZyUKE? PUBLISH ONE WORD A6AINST 

ME, AND I'LL PROVE WHAT I CAN DO- AND 

YOU'LL REGRET IT FOR THE BEST OF YOUR 

LIVES.' VOW — GBTOUT/ 






THC WOBPS ECHO IN TgUPV'S a 
MINP-LIUBACHIU PBOPHEC 1 /- 



I HATE TO SAY \7W4T CARNIVAL 
THIS, BILL-BUT CHARACTER IN < 
TH6RESSOME- 11 A RUN-POWN 
THING ABOUT 
HIM --SOMETHING 
IN HIS VOICE — 
THAT I WDULPNY 
CARETDPRHAM 
A90UT. 1 




C?HAT NIGHT, THE STORY 
V APPEARS -BUT ANOTHER. 
ON a OCCUPIES THEHEACUHB! 













HEME'S THE VERY FORMULA SET POWN BY CORNELIUS 
AGRIPPA — OVER FIVE HUNPREP YEARS AGO.' FIRST- 
EXACT AMOUNTS OF CORIANPER, HENBANE, ANP HEMLOCK 
— NEITHER TOO MUCH NOR TOO LITTLE — MUST BE 
KEPT S^OLPEKINS ON A FIRE — 




THEN, AS THE SMOKE THICKENS, I WILL GO 

NTO A TRANCE —ANP CONDUCT TUB SPIRIT 

OF 'CAT" HARRIS TO MV RETREAT.' IT 

WILL OBEY ME— AS LONG AS THE 

MAGIC HER3S GIVE OFF THEIR 





Soon afterward— w/7h the moon brooping 
over the cemetery like a ghostly eve — 



HOPE W£ WON'T HAVE TO , 
SEARCH FOR HARRIS'S 
GRAVE, BILL -IT MIGHT 
TAKE HOURS! 




r*]0WTH6 GKAV£YMP HOWS NOTHING BUT 
V* SHADOWtD TOMBSTONeS-ANPANOODFEAR: 



IV LIKE TO THINK IT WAS A W ^wSEE HARRIS'S GHOST, 
TERRIBLE HALLUCINATION, TRUPY-- ^ BILL-- BUT THERE WAS 
BUT THAT SHRUBBERy I FELL INTO SOMETHING £1 S£ < 
IS HAZtL "ONCOF TH£££W /THERE. TOO.' SOM£- 
TH/NGS THAT CAN CH£Ct<yTH/NG INVISIBl£~ 
r AN EVIL SPIRIT.' ^ ANDSIN1STFB' . 




CALM DOWN, LADY --AND LOWER YOUR 
WINDOW BLINDS.' IT WAS PROBAW-Y JUST 
A Piece OF NEWSPAPER BLOWING DOWN 
THE STREET— OR MAYBE SOMEONE'S 
fs—^ IDEA OF A JOKE 




fM BEGINNING TO WONDER WHETHER THAT STORY 
OM SPIRITUALISM HASN'T PONE /WORE HARM THAN 
GOOD.' THAT'S THE FOURTH PHONE CALL I GOT 
ABOUT SOMETHING CK££PY 

PROWLING DOWN ^^BROOkHAVEN ROAD.' 

BB< 2^ VEN ^m ™AT'S THE WAY 
KOAP.' _^m I TO SWAM I HESHUG'S 




A HALF -HOUR LATER -ITS GABLBS 
RISING AG AM ST TUB MIDNIGHT 
Sid LlRBA. CLUTCHING HAND- 



WE'P BETTER SNEAK UP QUIETLY, 
TRUPy-- WITHOUT GIVING THE 
SWAMI A CHANCE TO STAGE 
ANY SURPRISES/ 




she coulpn't have walked out 
ofsisht in just a few seconds.' 
the swam i 's sot we9. — ano 

I'M TAMING THE G/U/CKEST 
-~ — ^ WAY/N.' 




GOADED INTO AN ANGER GKEATEH 
THAN FBAK — 





WITH DAWN STKEAKING THE SKY BEYOND 
THE GRIM AND SILENT HOUSE — 



Mm THESE, IN THE GREY HALF-LIGHT, 
COMES A FINAL SURPRISE! 



OH, CREEPERS.' HERE 

IT IS /MORNING --ANP WE'VE 

FORGOTTEN TO GET 

ANOTHER PICTURE 

OF "CAT" HARRIS'S 

GRAVE FOR THE 

FIRST EDITION.' 




ggES OUR 24P PRIZE CONTEST- WINNING STORY.'-. 





T WOULD have laughed, once, if you asked 
A rae whether I believed in ghosts. Now, 
I'm not so sure. The reason dates back to 
Okinawa, during the fiery days of the sec- 
"ond world war. The Americans were rout- 
ing the Japanese in a bitterly-fought en- 
gagement, and the island was a virtual in- 
ferno. Shells shrieked through, the air, 
bombs fell from the sky in a frenzied 
nightmare of rending horror. It was a life- 
or-death ordeal for the military, as well 
as for the native Okinawans, of whom I 
am one. I'll never forget it— never forget 
how we fled from the barrage. 

I remember running with my wife — like 
the others, trying to find any shelter. It 
was a pitch-black night, rent by flaring 
explosions which dimly illuminated the 
grotesque heaps of bodies which lay sprawl- 
ed everywhere, victims of the scourge we 
Were attempting to escape. It was then, 
in a moment of sudden silence, that we 
heard it— a weak and childish crying that 
seemed oddly terrifying in itself. There 
couldn't be a child here— not in the midst 
of this carnage! But there was — a thin 
and miserable lad of about five or six who 
came falteriugly towards us through the 
eerie gloom. I ran toward him, clutched 
him to. me comfortingly. "What is it, son- 
nie?" I asked.' "Lose your mother?" 

A heartbroken sob was enough answer 
for me, and his choked syllables soon sup- 
plied the rest of the tragic story. For the 
child's mother was dead — killed by shrap- 
nel as she fled for safety with her small 
son. And now he was alone, unprotected 
amid this horrible strife! Mu'-]y, he press- 
ed a tattered photograph into my hand. 
Obviously, it was his mother— a slight and 
wistful-looking woman with dark and 
haunting eyes, a faint scar' like a half- 
moon cutting across her left cheek. I tried 
to cheer the lad by telling him he could 
come with us, share our food— that we 
would care for him and protect him from 
harm. And so it was that my wife and 
myself continued our search -for shelter 
amid the raging battle, but this time with 
the helpless child of a dead woman ! 



There was little rest that night. It seem- 
ed as if the heavens themselves had open- 
ed, raining blazing bombs upon us. From 
spot to spot we fled, the three of us, driven 
by a relentless hail of fire. We sought pro- 
tection finally in a deep crater, and there 
fell into a sleep of utter exhaustion. It 
must have been hours later that I awoke 
with a sudden start and a feeling of 
strange unease. I didn't -know what Tiad 
aroused me, but then I saw her there— a 
woman whose features were barely dis- 
tinguishable in the gloom. She was beckon- 
ing to me frantically, signalling for me 
to awake the others and follow her. I don 't 
know why I obeyed her, but there was 
something about her— some strange pres- 
ence — that brooked no denial. As I woke 
my wife and the child, the moon passed 
from behind a cloud, throwing an eerie 
radiance' about this new.- visitor. She was 
a slight and wistful-looking woman with 
dark, and haunting eyes, a»faint scar like a 
half-moon cutting across her left cheek. 
I gasped, remembering the photograph, 
and it was at this moment that the lad 
caught sight of her. "Mother I. Mother! 
You've come back!" he screamed, and 
threw himself frantically into her arms. 
I stood there dazed, rooted to the spot, cold 
chills chasing each other tip and down my 
spine — and then collected' myself. 

Now she had detached herself from her 
son's grasp, and once more was sound- 
lessly beckoning to us. There was a mute 
appeal about her summons that couldn't 
be denied. We quit the crater in which 
we had sought shelter, followed her ques- 
tioningly across the pitted field. We must 
have been a hundred feet from the crater 
when it happened. The air was rent by 
the demoniac shriek of a falling bomb. 
There was a tremendous concussion as we 
hurled ourselves to the ground. When we 
arose, fearfully, it was to a terrible sight. 
The crater in which but a moment ago we 
had. slept was vanished— blown to smither- 
eens ! Shaken, I turned to thank the wom- 
an, but there was no one there. She had 
vanished into thin air! 



I 

WHAT A SPECIMEN, 
LINK! I NEVER 
PREAMEP SUCH 
A THING 

EX. I step! 



I FEEL AS UNK 
DOES! THE NATIVES 
OIO SAV THAT THE 
APE'S BITE MEANS 
DEATH, PP. VANCE! 



I'LL PIT SCIENCE. AGAINST SUPER- 
STITION, JEAN-ANP GIVE AAVSELF ] 
|ANTI-RA3IE5 AND ANTI-TETANUS 
ISH0T5! AFTER THAT.m LEAVE 
THE WORRVING TO YOU TWO- 
AND TAKE A STROLL IN 
THE JUNGLE! 




COMING.W WHAT WITH DP. VANCE 
'JEAN! ^ HAVING BEEN BITTEN 
BY THE APE -AND JEAN 
UNEASY ABOUT IT--IM NOT 
GOING TO SAY ANYTHING 
ABOUT THIS'. NO USE TELL 
ING THEM THERE'S SOME 
THING BEHINP THE 
NATIVES' TERROR.' 





THAT HORRIBLE, \g(t 
EVIL THING WE M 
SAW- IT WAS- JK 
PR. VANCE'S Mm 
GHOST!^A 


^y^THE DOOR'S i — , 
^ / L0OCZV— FROM 
\T»eOUTSlPB> 


& 


n 








■b^J 
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BUT WW, LINK? 
WHY WOULt? SOME- 
ONE AS HARM 
LESS A9 DR. VANCE 
CHANGE INTO A 
THING LIKE 
THAT? 



JEAN.ISHRUGGEP OFF THOSE \ 
WARNINGS FROM THE NATIVES- ' 
EVEN AFTER I FOUND THAT RUINED , 
TEMPLE CROWDED WITH STATUES OF 
THE HANUMAN APE! BUT THERE 
WAS SOMETHING ELSE — EVEN 

MORE TERRIBLE' 




0) MOMENT Of CONVULSIVE 
ANGUISH ■■■•A PINAL StiUPPSa- 
ANO WS APE STANDS RIGID 
IN THE GLOOM! 



Drifting une smoke before the 

MUP—ITS HARSH VOICE FADING W A 
DYING WHISPER- 



we/pe pp. Vance's assistants! would wu 

say there was anything . <\ 

-mysterious- ■ .^slts hard to > 
about hi's death ? /savfltcould be/ 
__— ''something un- l 
known— or it could 
be uungle fever- 
the severe klnrthat] 
can kill in a matter 

OF HOURS' 




YOU WERE LUCKY 
TO FIND SUCH A FINE 
SPECIMEN- THESE 
DEMON STATUES 
ARE ALMOST UN- 
KNOWN! FOR SOME 
REASON- THE 
NATIVES HAVE BEEN 
SMASHING 
IMAGES OF HANUMAN 
FOR OVER THREE 
THOUSAND 
YEARS! 



YES-THEY KNOHlX *&3.ter 

•IVEGOTA STRANGE 
(REQUEST TO MAKE, 
DOCTOR! I WANT A 
DECK CREW TO 
RAISE THIS THINS 
OUT OF THE HOLD 
IVITH A CARGO 
WINCH— AND 
DUMP IT 



'INTO the 
SB A! 



WELL.SIR -I THOUGHT 
I'PGOANP TELL 
I'M GLAD YOU \PR. VANCE THAT 
UNLOCKED DR. j YOU AND THE 
VANCE'S CABInSYOUNG LAPY 
FOR US.STEWARD (WERE ACTING 



U6HT) 

I 



■••BUT WHAT 
MADE YOU 
TURN UP? 



AmouEBR! 

(GAVE ME QUITE A 
' TURN TO SEE YOU 
BOTH SITTING HERE 
TALKING TO 
AN EMPTY 

chair: 



7%}s THE APE Demon PLUNGES INTO 



THE GREEN DEPTHS THAT WILL CLOSE 
UPON IT FOREVER 



MAYBE IT'S 



n 

LINK- WE DID GET \ SOMETHING THAT 
THE FIGURINE OF I MUST BE BE' 
SIVA FROM SOME ■ \LIEVED BZHXt 
ONE- BUT THE /IT CAN BE SEEN, 
STEWARD <PARLING -SOME- 
DIDN'T SEE JTHING THAT KEEPS 

THE FORCES OF TERROR 
CHECKED-TW£AWfie 



\ 




WELL- 1 DON'T THINK 
WCLL HAVE TO WOPRV 
ABOUT THAT VENGEANCE 
THB OLP MUMMV PSOM6EP 
U6 [WE'RE THE LAST ONES 
THAT WOULP WANT TO 

touch or ctsTuee 

ANYTHING OH HIM'. 




<NP SO 
A SMALL 
PORTION OF 
THE CLOTH 
WHICH HAP 
SWATHED THE 
ANCIENT 
MUMMY 
FOUND A 

new use— 
in we 

SANDAL OF 
A SIMPLE 
WORKER' 
WOULD THE 
AGE -OLD 
PROPHECY 
HOLD TRUE? 

Ler us 
*B*!6*iBE 

AAQMRNT* 
LATtK-- 



DOCTOR MINBER t tVCVP JUST 
PI6COVEREP THAT THE MUMMY'S BEEN 
TAMPEREPWrTHIWtKTOf THE EM- 
balming cloth mas been re- 
moved:' , -<] 



'what;. 'so help Me, 

IF I FINP THE SCOUWREL 

RESfCNSIW-E- 



PI6COVERITWACME, v 
I WILL NEVER HAVE * 




QUICK CAPTAIN' 

WE'VE COT TO 0O 
SOMETHING fSOME 
POOR DEVIL MAY BE 
TRAPPEP IN THERE! 




Few m wares later.} i tell tou.maptv, • 
rnisoLP cloth is 

THE CAUSE OF IT ALL' 
T GRIPPEP MV WRIST 
LIKE A VISE! I'M BEGINNING 
TO THINK THAT.FOOR 
NATIVE WAS RIGHT f|T 
WAS TME CLOTH THAT 
CAUSEP THAT FIRE - 
IT WAS THE CLOTH 
THAT CAU5CP THIS 
TEKKIBLB 
COLLISION! 




%&BVe*AL fcOULPr BE GOING MAC OR WAS IT 
HOURS I JUST MY MAGIA/AT/OVPBVT THEN 
idTf*. 1 WHV PIP I GIVE THAT STRANGE 

IN \ ORPER NOT TO ANSWER THE DOOXA 

LONOON-\ ANP I SAW THAT CLOTH ON THE 
PHONE 






MP SO, EVEN TO THIS PA Y WITHIN 

TUB BK/T/SM MUSEUM-" 



HAW! NO WONDER 
THOSE OLD BOYS ^ 
'WERE KINGS, WHEN "C 
THEY COULD HAND THEIR 
SUBJECTS THAT KIND Of 
BUNK AMD MAKE 'EM 
BELIEVE IT! 




■re Tmse happening* AcaoeurAi. r 
pip we cuese orsesosrgis 

RMAUV waSKTMATPO *Ot/ 

TUINK. REAOEKT 




fftjammsffl 




'T'HE doctor's waiting room »wai 
crowded. But in the office, the old 
doctor stood idle hy the window, look, 
ing out, hi* gaze turned to the weather- 
heaten shingle on the gatepost . . . 
Michael Everett, M.D. Just below was 
another, gleaming new . . . Michael Ev- 
erett III, M.D. The young man seated 
by the desk was a carbon copy of his 
grandfather. His. glance was fond, his 
voiee confident as he spoke. 

"Believe me, I've learned one fact! 
There's nothing that medical science 
can't do . . . can't explain!" 

The old doctor turned away from 
the window, "Nothing that science 
can't explain?" he asked. His voice 
was the voice of a wise man facing a 
lifetime of memories. "How long ago' 
it was . . . and how short a time it 
seems . . . that I too was proud, confi- 
dent of the powers of science! I was 
new in town, and full of my medical 
.knowledge. I couldn't sleep nights wait- 
ing for my first call. I knew it would 
come, and it did — at night, of course! 

"When my doorbell rang that night, 
I leaped from my bed to answer. At the 
door there was no one. ISot a soul! But 
on the threshold I found a note. And 
fifteen minutes later, I found myself in 
the hall of a large house on Silver Hill. 
My patient was rich, and beautiful. 
Her hair was blacker than coal against 
the satin coverlet of her bed. Her face 
— whiter than milk! Her lungs were 
laboring, but thank Heaven there was 
still time.to head off pneumonia. Piti- 
fully, the girl cried out. 'Doctor, save 
me! I don't want to die!" As gently as 
I could. I comforted her and wrote out 
my presrrijilirin. 

'"You'll bo fine . . . fine!" 1 prom- 
ised confidently. 'Science knows just 
the way to save your life! Send one of 
the servants for this medicine. T ~ 1 1 slop 



in to see you first thing in the morning.' 

"Next day, I came back to Silver 
Hill. I was whistling as I turned the 
corner to the house. Strange . . . the 
corner was overgrown with a tangle of 
weeds! And the house — suddenly I 
stopped, shocked breathless. 

"In the light of day, the house was 
grey, broken, crumbling. An old ruin, 
in the space of a single night! A hand 
tapped my shoulder. I turned quickly. 

"The old man had come up from 
the street. 'Who be ye. and what're 
ye after, son?* he asked. 'This place 
has been deserted fer ten years!' 

"My voice grew loud and wild. 
'What do you mean? Hear me. old fool, 
I was in there myselT/nsf night!' 

"The old man's reply was like the 
cackle of a parrot. 'There ain't been 
anyone li^in' there fer ten years. Come 
on in an* see fer yerself!' 

"Inside, the richness was gone. 
Grime, soot remained. And one thing 
more . . . the smell of death! I remem- 
bered the way to the girl's room. It 
was deserted. The bed was broken, 
empty with the emptiness of years . . . 
ten years! 

"Behind me. the old man babbled. 
'Ain't no one been livin' here since the 
party young mistress died!' 

"'All at once, I was down on my knees 
on the floor, bending over a scrap of 
clean, white paper. I couldn't pick it 
up. I couldn't look at it . . . and yet I 
couldn't bear to tear my eyes away! I 
was shaking uncontrollably. My voice 
was a shout for help. 

" 'Here, old one . . . here! This is the 
prescription I wrote for my patient last 
night . . . in my own handwriting'.' " 

The old daetor turned back to the 
window. In the chair by the office desk, 
tlie younger Doctor Michael Everett 
was silent. 





(l)mfQ— THROUGH THESHAOomo 

COXICXXS STIRRING MmlCMXS- 



THATS TH£ STUFF I WANT -THINK 
THAT ALMOST MURMUR ABOUTATCTf R- 
KUS MIDNIGHT 
RITUALS'. 





WkmONlESS-UMK— ALMOST 
ONE WITH THE SHADOWS— 




LfbR JUST AN INSTANT THE FLITTING 
CREATIVE STOPS- AND TVRNS-AND 
HER EYES GLINT WITH AN OLD&LD 


F^ 


jlf 


li < 






6» 




WELL-SHE'S \ I I'M GUP YOU 
GONE! OF ALL *4 WEREN'T KNOCKEt? 
THE PIM-WITTEP) OUT; ANYWAY— 
PUCES TO PUT J BECAUSE SOME- 
A PVMMV? fi ONE £tSE IS 
COMING! 





THERE HS45. DOCTOR -WE BOTH SAW 
IT{ A TALL THING-SCAREY— WITH A 
MAKKUKBAU UPSIDE DOWN ON ITS 
FOREHEAD! 



'IVE BEEN FOOLED BY L 
SHADOWS MYSELF! BUT THIS 
PtCrURB-CfiH X3J HAVE 
IT DEVELOPED FORME BY 
TOMORROW ?\T SHOULD BE 
HELPFUL TO THE POLICE ! M 




I DON'T KNOW WHETHER WE 
SHOULD GET MIXED UP IN THIS, 
BILL J DRWENROD SEEMED UPSET 
-MORE UPSET THAN HE CARED 
TO SHOW! 



TUATMIGHT-AS BMJ. MNPS \ 

over ms pftmiMs-taAito- 



T THE THROB BEATS LOUDER- IQUD&t THAN 
ANY PULSE -EVEN A PULSE QUICKENED 81 FEAR! 



ALL R1GHT-I HEAR IT! 
BUT I1L BE SWITCHED IP 
I CAN SCARE MYSELF 
INTO THINKIMG I SEE 
SOMETHING, TOO* 





>OU CAN'T FORGET IT. CAN YOU? 
IT BEATS -•BEATS-LIKE THE 
PANT OF MIPHK3HT-ANP *CX/ 
V^PER! K3U WONPER- 





UM~| 

rthJ 



[ JUST A PRUM-A QUAINT UTTLE PRUM 
••MOT WORTH A PICTURE -HOT WORTH 

•<X)RF«Aa!Of MINP. 1 . -, 

/ gUTWORTHA 

T^OTHCHJSANP MILE 
TRIP FROM HA!TT,EH?VOU 
CAN SWITCH OFF THE ACT 
SISTER TM NOT 
LISTENING! 



KXJ WOULDN'T GET THE FILM EVEN N I WHAT A CASE-MUTTERING ABOUT 
IF 1 HAP IT-0UTAS A MATTER l\POWEK. PAMGBR.'CAWBBEAH 
OF FACT, I GAVE IT TO SHEILA*. 'NCRUISE SHIPS DOCKONLYON 
THE PICTURE WILL BE IN TOMORROWS/SATURCfcYS -SO SHE MUST 
TABLOIPS -IF YOU'RE ^-/ HAVE COME IN ON A PLANE', 

INTERESTEP 



• r ,_ "yTHENIT' 

_-^iTPEac 



IPEP! 



VOU CANNOT GUESS 

MY POWER- -YOU 

CANNOT SENSE "iOUK 

PANGER BUT VOU 

WILL FINO 

OUT! 





TZIOTHI, 



l/NG ? THBN WHY BE TENSB 
WITH A COLD FBAK-AND WHV 
THAT STRANGE THUDDING OP A 

DRUM? , | 

J^SHEiLA-WHATS 
WRONG ? 'WHY 
PONT VOU SAS 

SOMETHING! 





GOOP THING THE PHONE BOOK 
LISTS THE ADDRESS OF DR. 
WENROP---THE CURATOR! 
HE CAN EXPLAIN ALL THIS 
•HE'S GOT TO! 




THE POUCE,EH?YOU WOULDN'T HAVE 
CALLED THEM IN THE MIPPLE OF THE 
NIGHT ABOUT AN ORDINARY DRUMfYOU 
KNEW SOMETHING ABOUT IT-AND 
YOU DIPN'T 
WARN ME .' 



NO-I COULPNT RISK STARTING 
A PANIC! WHAT YOU SAW IN THE 
MUSEUM WAS A ZOMBIS- ■■ 5EAR- 
INGTHE MARK OF A TOMBSTONE 
ON ITS BROW! I'VE WONDERED 
ABOUT THE WOAAAN- -BUT THEN 

- THOUSANDS OF SOULS HAVE 

BEEN ENSLAVEP BYTHEGOPDESS 

OF THE LiHOBAD-BKZUUB 

BOCOftf 




NAME-THE WOMAN WHO TOOK THE ) 
PRUMJSHE SENT ONE O" THOSE J 
THINGS AFTER SHEILA-AMP THE ^> 
CAMERA- AM? SHBtlA HAD THS 
SOM0IE StOM OH HBR FOAtMiAO! 

('THERE'S ONLY ONE WAY TO SAVE SHEILA 
AMP PEFEAT THE AWFUL CREATURE 
WHO HAS HER IN HER POWER » VteVE 

got ro amr thatcambra 

BACK ■ • -AMD FAST! 



IFERZUUES PICTURE WERE TO \ 
BE PES'B.OPBP.IT WOOLP BE •• 
OMAOLY to her— AS PEAPLY 
AS A BULLET WOULP BE TO A 
HUMAN » WE PON'T KNOW WHERE 
SHE S— BUT WE PO KNOW THAT 
SHE HATES YOU Foe HAVING 
CAIJSEP HER THIS TROUBLE 



HVPNOmiMO yOi/ffX LOWERS 
YOUR MENTAL RESISTANCE -AND THE 
UNOBAD WILL SENSE YOUR 
WEAKNESS! THE REST OF US 
WILL KEEP IN THE BACK- 
GROUNP-HW/t* THAT 
BYIL THING SBHDS OHB 
OP HSR BMISSARIBS 
AFT** YOUf 



^ 




SO NOV VOU'VE 
GOT MM! 1 
WONDBKBO 

WHAT voue 
STRONQHOUP 
WOULP BE LIKE, 
" ERZULIE! 





FACING Foaewgg-KW 

THAT WE HAVE THIS .'TUB 
PEMON HAS BEEN TRAPPEP 
•-TRAPPEP BY THE CAMERA 
THAT SAW HER AS SHE 
WAS 




QUITE A LOT OF THUNDER 
LAST NI6HT.ACC0RPING 
TO THE PAPERS--BUT 
THEY'LL NEVER GUESS 
WHAT THAT BOOKING 
RKALLV was- 
OR HOW WE FOLLOWEP 
IT'.AS FOR THE REST, 
REAP THAT TBLH- 
TYPE FLASH- 
rxoM HAITI! 




GATHEREP TONK3HT 
AT A CAVE PEEP IN 
THE JUNGLE- LONG I 
CONSIPEREP THE LAIR 
OF THE ZOMBIE GOPPK5, 
ERZULIE BOCORiWHILE 
THE AUTHORITIES SCOFF 
AT THE REPORT THAT A 
TERRIBLE SCREAM HAP 
KISEW FROM THE CAVE 
THEY HAVE SEIZEP THE 
SOLI OBJECT FOONP IN 
SIPE-4 VOOOOO 
OfWM 





LCISTdtK IT OVM 



Draw up a chair, folks, and sit down! 
It's time for another meeting of that fast- 
growing organization known aa Loyal Fani 

of "Adventures Into The Unknown!" 

The time between our Inst issue ami this 
one has been n hectic interval for us. Hec- 
tic because we were determined to come 
up with an all-star issue that you'd re- 
member forever! We didn't leave a single 
stone unturned in this effort. We scanned 
your letters for the types of stories you 
liked best. And then we turned our re- 
search men loose, with orders to search for 
strange, little-known .facts and occurrences 
out of the great Unknown— the very kind 
of material which you'd indicated yon 
wanted! Next, our writers got busy, weld- 
ing this information into tense and breath- 
less plols which were sure-fire. Finally 
came the artists, bringing the stories to 
life through the medium of carefully- 



planned and thrilling pictures. 

Out of all. this has emerged an issue 
loaded with truly gripping stories of the 
Supernatural, Such stories as "The 
Sivarni's Secret"— "The Apr Demon"— 
"The Mummy's Cloth"— "Vrums of the 
Vndoad"—The Case of the Human Curse." 
These yarns are different— nothing like' 
them has ever been published before! And 
we've gathered fhem for your entertain- 
ment, for this is your magazine I So why 
not do your part in helping to determine 
what we're going to carry in the futuret 
It's easy — all you have to do is write us, 
telling us what you think of "Adventures 
Into The Unknown!' — what stories you 
liked or disliked and why — and what you'd 
tike to see in our next issue! Other readers 
are doing it — so why not. you t And just 
in case you'd like to know what some of 
those others are saying about us, here goes! 



"I have always been fascinated by supernatural stories. I have read many 
such stories, but after I read your Adventures Into The Unknown for the first 
time, I feel that the stories you print are more realistic and exciting than any 
that I have ever read. I like them because they appeal to the imagination. I look 
forward to every issue and can't put down your comics book till I finish it. 
Keep up the good work!" 

—Fred W. Goldstein, 111 E, 178th St., New York, N. Y. 

Glad you feel that way about our magazine, Mr. Goldstein! We'll try to keep 
it rolling the way you want H! 

"In my opinion, yours is the best magazine on sale today. I have always been 
a follower of this type of literature and I think that Adventures Into The Un- 
known is tops in, this field. It is so good that I have decided to own every issue 
published. Here is $1.20 for a 12-issue subscription, plus 20c for which please 
send me issues Nos. 1 and 2, which I unfortunately missed. Thanks a million for 
the most thrilling comics book I have ever read!" 

— James Parry, R.F.D. No. 2, Taft Road, E. Syracuse, N. Y. 

Thanks for your kind words, Mr. Parry — and for your subscription! There's 
even better material coming — that's a promise! 

"I have just finished reading your April-May issue. It certainly is a wonderful 
magazine! I especially liked your story, Back to Yesterday. I wish you would 
have more stories concerning reincarnation. I'd also like to see a whole magazine 
filled with nothing but stories about werewolves. I'm very interested in that 
subject! Unfortunately, I missed the issue which told about your contest. I've 
quite a story to tell — could you renew the contest? Your faithful reader — " 

— David Roggeniach, R.R. 1, Altoona, Iowa 

We'll keep your wants in mind in framing future issues! Sorry you missed 
the contest, but we're considering an even more interesting one for the future — ■ 
watch for announcement! 



In fhis issue— our second-prize contest-winning sfory— "Ghost Moffcer," by Mrs. J. 
Yakayima! Congratulations, Mrs. Yakayima, for ono of tho most captivating and 
eerie stories In months! Your check's in the mail right now, bound for far-off Hawaii I 
And you readers — watch for our next issue, with more prize-winning information! 



BMXt- 




WOR THE FIRST 
TIME-THRILL-LAVEN 
ROMANCES-GRIPPING 
LOVE STORIES.' HEART- 
THROB TALES YOU'LL 
REMEMBER FOREVER- 
BECAUSE THEY MIGHT 
HAVE HAPPENED TV 
YOU! FOR GREAT 
ADVENTURES IN 
ROMANCE -FOR THE 
MOST CAPTIVATING 
LOVE STORIES EVER 
TOLD- ^ 



I 7kc MAOAZINE OF /OUTti AND LOVE-! 
"-J—- — ~- — " — ■ — i i z^ 





ON ALL 
STA NOS 



y<0{/— WANT HELP 
FROM US? BUT- 
PUT YOU'RE A 
GMOSTf 



WELL, OF COuRSE---VVE'R6 
SP/«/rS.'rHlS IS THE 
SPIRIT WOBLOfHUtAMVi 
DON'T BELONG HERE— 
THEY'RE GHOSTS TO 
US, ANP WE FEAR 
THEM! BUT YOU'RE THE 
FIRST GHOST IN THE 

lanp of ROKRm 
WHO'S DIFFERENT 
SOMEHOW- - VOt/ 
DON'T TERRIFY US 
A5 ALL OTHERS 




THERE SOME 
GTRANGB, 
FANTAS T IC 
WOtfLP BEHIND 
Ti'.c MIRROR 
■ A WORlP 
IN YYMlCH 

humans AKe 

THE GHOSTS fT 

- WHAT 

i?o v©«/ 

THINK . 
RE AP6R? 




VEXr MORNING 

LOOKS LIKE THE 
SAME OLO TALE, 
LAD!ASW0KP 
THRUST-ANP 
YOU KNOW WHAT 
THAT MEANS! 



- J Ait- THE 




THIS MAY REQUIRE A 
MBtV TECHNIQUE IN 
GHOST -BREAKING — 
KROBABLY HAVE TO 
MAKE IT UP PROM MY 
GENERAL KNOWLEP6E 

OF THE UNKNOWN! 

1 ONLY HOPE IT 
WORKS' 




ENTER. STRANGERS 

OUR LEAPER WAITS TO 
HEAR YOUR STORY ! BUT 

rr mu avail you 

LITTLE! 




THERE IS THE 

REASON FOR THE 
CORSE ON US, 
STRANGERS 'THE 
FOOLS FOUGHT 
US- REBELLEP- 
ANP I ORPEREP 
PUNISHMENT 
BY THE 
SWORD: 




FOR MY PEEP I WAS OJRSEP By 
THE DRUIDS, PRIESTS OF 
THESE PEOPLE! NEITHER MYSELF 
NOR MY LEGION COULP EVER FINP 
PEACE EVEN AFTER DEATH! 
EVERY SPRING, WHEN THE MOON 
IS HIGH ANP THE YEW TREES IN 
BLOOM.VYE MUST RETURN ANP PO 
THE lERRlBLE PEEP OVER AGAIN'. 
PO VOU KNOW WHAT IT MEANS. , 
STRANGER^I/Or TO BE \ 
ALLOWED TO REST J 
, NY PEACE ?/ 



I HAVE PRAYEP TO OUR ROMAN GOP?— ANP 
THEY PO HOT ANSWER !BUT YOU SAY YOU 
HAVE MUCH KNOWLEPGE OF GHOSTS! I 
COMMANP YOU- GO TO THE PLACE OF 
THE PRUIPS ANP DESTROY THIS 
CURSE, OR YOU BOTH DIE! 



GOOP GRIEF! 
WHAT A TASK I'VE 
CUT OUT FOR MY- 
SELF MOW* 



~X- 
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'Mjy 


#f 


M^J 




mjizr 




is^^pB*" 


JMtmS 


•Sj9k 




^ Juv 


JMjL/ — ^ 


^J^ 




^^7»?¥^ 






-j4 mirthful magazine tka.1 brings the MOVIES to YOU! 




ANIMAL COMICS! 



■THE 
FUNNY 




c/ou've ro&red at moving- picture 
car toons -now, for the first time ever, 
see them brought to Life in the laugh- 
packed pages or the funniest .most fasci- 
nating- book in the history of comics 1 . It's 
turned out by the very writers and 
artists who produce Hollywood's most 
hilarious hits'. And now they bring the 
movies RIGHT INTO YOUR 
HOME! 

$5EE^S)2£33 features char. 
actors suchas you've Laughed at o n 
the screen- in rollicking- LAPF 
MOVIES that'll stretch you in the 
aisles! From cover to cover .its 
chockfiil ot the very type of mad, 
gay antics that your theatre charges 
highprices for: Full of racy.riotous roars — a laff 
a second g uar anteed- and a host of sensational surprises that 
you'll NEVER forget! So remember-- you don't have to go to the movies 
anymore to see the best in cartoon comics WE'RE BRIN6ING THE MOVIES 

TO YOU! 



«! 



oof In- 




10* 

ON ALL 
STANDS 




LIGHT'N DARK 

Newesf "fone-on-Tono" Ores 
FOR YOU! This stunning style 
. . . this low price! Tun-back 

'S, yoke etfect 
and skirt insets In ' ! gh 
tones contrast with d -k 
•hades of th< 
or. Fitted bodice, swii 
full skin, buckle bel 
Wonderful Wunda- 
lin cotton. Colors: 

nth Pink, 
Novy with light 
Blue.Grc 
light G 
SIZES: 9, 11, 13 

15, 17; 12, 14 

16, 18, 20. 
Order NO. 141 

Only 2 

(2 for 5.85 

SEND NO MONEY • We Mail Immed.ore/y • Wrilo lor FREE Stylo Fold 
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2.98 






No. 141 




















1.98 






No. 1300 
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